CHAPTER I

YOUNG MARTIN GOES TO LONDON

0 WRITE the life of a man of action,
who died more than three hundred
years ago, leaving but scanty
memorials of himself, his thoughts,
and his development, is something of
an adventure for the biographer.
Knowledge is but a small part of the
equipment needful if a true picture
of the hero is to emerge* Such characters, imbedded in
the histories of their nation, are like gems discovered in
long-buried sword-hilts and cannot be removed from
their rough and tarnished settings. Only imagination
can restore them to our eyes, to some degree, as what
they once were, in those days. And to aid us further we
may sometimes discover within ourselves that com-
prehension of distant passions and ambitions which is
the heritage of an ancient and homogeneous race.
Modern man is apt to regard the mediaeval era with
some commiseration on account of the many erroneous
notions and superstitions which, modern man believes,
held the human mind in those days locked in iron
formulas* But it may be doubted whether any mediaeval
looked upon himself half so sentimentally as do our
modern folk in relation to the great movements of the
past We feed ourselves very largely upon fallacies,
and what we call our national character is often no more
than a fanciful misconception* We participate in our
national characters, it is true; but we know not how far